"Will you be at the great meeting this afternoon?"
she asked.

"Oh yes, in diplomacy one attends the functions of
the enemy."

"It will be a grand procession, I hear," Macedonia
said, "with bands and horses."

"Oh yes, the enemy knows the effect of display."

They lingered at the water-front for a while; it was
always lovely, changing, and unlike what it had been the
day before.

"Now we must run back," Macedonia said. As the
two friends ran, she said to Theodora, "I had to devise
some way of shaking him off; he is such a bore."

"He seems to me much more of a gimlet," Theodora
said.

As they neared the Palace of Varieties, they were sur-
prised to find a gang of navvies roping oil a portion of
the road. They had the iron rails and notice-boards of
the Street Repair Board. Within the roped-off portion,
they had already begun to pick open a trench. At the
other end of the street, another gang was doing similar
work. Theodora and her friend stopped for an instant,
to watch the driving-in of the wedges between the
paving blocks; it is ever beautiful to watch the rhythm of
the rising and falling mallets and the splendour of the
arm and shoulder muscles. A civil guard came up to the
workers and said:

"The processional be along here in an hour. You'll
be done and cleared away by then?"

"Oh, long before," the man said. "It's one of these
new water-pipes; we shan't be more than a few minutes."

The civil guard watched them for a minute and then
moved on. The navvies lifted the paving blocks,
and then- set-to with picks on the earth below. One
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